SOCIALISM AND NATIONALISM
AS I entered, I saw from a distance that
Mussolini was fluttering the pages of a
newspaper. When I had crossed the ocean of
the great hall and had reached the harbour of
his writing-table, he tore off a half-sheet covered
with pictures, handed it to me, and said sarcas-
tically:
"Look! New tractors, only tractors, no big
guns! Please make a note of it!"
I saw, indeed, an illustration of a long train
of these modern elephants, slowly advancing, and
said:
" If I am to make people believe that you are
giving away pictures of tractors, I must ask you
to sign your name at the foot!"
He smiled, did what I requested, and handed
me back the picture as a memento.
"All the same," I said, "it seems to me that
you are the man for big guns. That was why,
the other day, you referred to your youth as
having been that of a communist. It is one of
the paradoxes of your development, explicable
enough however, that you, a renegade from
. the most pacifist of all political parties, and after
spending your prime amongst cannon, should
69